I asked. "What about us?" he answered, and then sud- 59
denly I realized that it might be a foolhardy thing to
tempt some one to sail us over that sea. We sat down and
talked it over. "Are you sure you want to risk it?" Katsim-
balis asked. "What about you?" I parried. "We may
never make it," he said, "it's a gamble. Anyway, it would
be a-romantic death—for you" And then he started" to
talk about all the English poets who had been drowned
in the Mediterranean. "The hell with it," I said, "if
you'll come along I'll risk it. Where's that guy'who was
going to take us?" We asked where the fellow had gone
±o. "He's gone to take a little nap," they said, "he didn't
get any sleep all night." We tried to find another fellow,
but there was no one foolish enough to listen to our pleas.
"Can you swim?" asked Katsimbalis. The thought of
• frying to swim in that boiling sea took some .of the steam .
out of me. "Better wait a while," he added. "No use get-
ting drowned immediately." An old tar came up to us
and tried to dissuade us from going. "Very treacherous
weather," he said. "It may let up for a little while, but
not long enough to reach Spetsai. Better stay here over-
night. Nobody will take you out in this sea." Katsimbalis
looked at me as though to say—"did you hear that? .these
fellows know what they're talking about."
A few minutes later the sun came out and with it ap-
peared the fellow who had been taking a nap. We ran out
to greet him but he motioned us back with.his hand. We
stood at the doorway and watched him bail out the boat
and hoist the sails. It seemed to take a devil of a time;
meanwhile the clouds had gathered again and there came
a crack of lightning and a splash of rain. The fellow
ducked down into the hatch. We stood and watched the
sky some more. It was raining pitchforks again. When it
seemed as if all were hopeless suddenly the fellow came
up on deck and beckoned to us. The rain had thinned out

